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Rules of the Game 


Author's Notes: 
An idea that came to mind when discussing how Jon is far from as innocent as he likes to paint himself out to 


be, and | found it interesting to must on what Jon could really be like. 


Jon's at it again His blue eyes dark, pupils blown so wide the irises looked almost black with lust. They're 
roving, surveying attendants at the party with a hungry gleam in search for tonight's prey, for tonight's 
exhibit. Like a predator he finds the most compelling, intriguing lady amongst the crowd, he tunes onto her 


alone. He never fails to detect the perfect female. 


Richie knows this game, it's been going on for almost thirty years, and probably will go on for thirty more. He 
knows the procedure, he knows what's expected of him, he knows where he belongs and were he fits into Jon's 
manipulative schemes. He wouldn't openly voice his complaints although his eyes are showing the same 
disappointed as always, caramel orbs conveying a pleading request. But as always that request will go unnoticed, 


or maybe even blatantly ignored. 


Jon gives him that look, and Richie knows instantly what it means. It means that Jon has found the one he's 


been looking for, he hints it in the most subtle way he can, raising his eyebrows in the general direction of 
tonight's female specimen, a leggy brunette with kicking curves. But it's her smile that has sealed her fate, 
Richie knows that. It's always the smile. Shy smiles get you nowhere with Jon Bon Jovi, he isn't out for 
blushing virgin brides who seek for him to take them higher, to conquer and claim the bodies and show them 
the sweetest of pleasures. Jon goes for women who want to dominate and own him, who want to make him 


quiver and writhe at their control, and who make no fuzz whatsoever about their intentions. 


‘Her,’ the blonde frontman says in a husky, low voice, laced with desire evident in his voice as he licks his 


upper lip, eyes never leaving the woman's body, raking it from head to feet and back again. 


‘Jesus, Jon.. is all Richie can respond, his mouth feeling dry and his throat contricting unpleasantly. He's gotten 
his hopes up for tonight, gotten his hopes up that Jon might priviledge him, but all in vain. He swallows down 


the lump forming in his throat against his will, knows Jon can't tell. 


Jon lets his gaze leave hers, the burning stare they've locked painfully obvious, if only for a second, to frown 
at Richie. ‘What? What's wrong with her? he says, shamelessly as if he doesn't know himself, as if he's 
entitled to screwing whichever woman he finds suitable with his wife and four kids waiting for him back home. 


He acts as if he's without blame. 


Richie shakes his head, taking a sip of the drink he's clutching in his right hand, trying to shake off the 
discomfort that always seeps in. ‘Nothing. She's pretty: 


‘Of course she is, | deserve that: Jon speaks in a matter of factly manner and shrugs his shoulders before 
letting his darkened blue eyes, looking glazed and needy, trail back up the length of the woman in question's 
hourglass-shaped body. ‘| think she's perfect. Look at her, she'll do me in for sure.. 


Richie sucks his bottom lip, sighing imperceptibly through his nose and taking another gulp of his alcoholic 
beverage. He wants that fuzzy feeling of intoxication to make him feel better. He wants to protest. He wants to 
tell Jon that he isn't going to comply or play the game tonight, it's one time too many and his heart is going to 
shatter, but they both knew he'd never dare to ignore or disbey the rules. He's too afraid of what Jon could 
do to punish him. Jon's the overhead, he's the boss and those who don't play his game will be thrown out, head 
first. Out of the band and the cooporation and the circle. It happened to Alec and it could happen to him, too. 
Best friend or not, because he's only the best friend when he pleases Jon and sees to Jon's needs. 


Y'think she's into, like, that kinda stuff? Jon asks, expecting Richie to know what he means. And Richie does, he 
knows Jon's musing over whether she might be into kinks. Jon loves fucking a woman like that to get his motor 
running, to stroke him the right way, a woman who conquers him and makes him beg and plead, teethering on 
the edge but given no release. Richie wishes he didn't have to be stuck with images like that floating through 
his head, but there's no cure. ‘She looks like she does... 


Richie nods his head. He can't tell the way Jon can, he can't read body language to know whether a woman is 
going to be dominant or submissive between the sheets, and he suspects Jon has that gift only because of 


what had happened to him in his early teen years, he's learnt the hard way. Richie learns when they hit the 


sheets and he adapts, nothing more and nothing less. Jon's lays have to adapt to him. Richie wonders whether 
maybe Jon's gift isn't a gift at all, but a curse. 


‘Wish me luck, Jon winks, looking like he already owns the woman he's targeted, and clinks his own glass against 
Richie's for a toast, chuckling in contentment. He knows he's already won, and he'll be scoring several more 


times tonight 


Richie watches him down his own drink and set the tall glass aside, never letting his gaze off the blonde haired 
man as he makes his way towards the pretty woman at the other side of the room. She's waiting for him, 
sticking her chest out in a flirtatious manner. She's almost an inch taller than Jon, being the small man he is, 
but that can be written off due to her wearing sky high heels. Richie feels his heart sink like a rock thrown 
into the ocean, like a ship wrecked in a storm, attacked by a sudden dull ache. Jon knows he could please him 
just as well as any woman, has experienced it on many occasions, and yet here he goes hunting for a random 
broad to slide his dick into. Richie assumes it makes Jon more confident to be able to lay all these women, but 
he doesn't think of it as fair or right. Richie isn't surprised though, Jon has never been a one woman's man. 


Never been a one man's man, either. 


He watches Jon flips his shoulder length golden blonde mop of hair back, grinning seductively with blue eyes full 
of promises of raw and fully displayed sexual frenzy. The woman holds the same look of amusement and 
exposed desire in her own emerald stare, challenging him. Richie feels his stomach twist into tight knots, he 
feels sick, his palms clammy. It always disgusts him. He always wants to look away but it's his torment and his 
cross to bear, having to watch and pinpoint every gesture of the two. It's like a well practiced dance and he 


needs to perform his own coreography flawlessly. 


He knows Jon's game, he knows the odds at winning are low to none. What Jon wanta, Jon gets. If he wants to 

fuck this girl - which is painfully clear and obvious because his dresspants are slightly tented, visible to Richie 
who knows Jon's arousal almost as well as his own, knows Jon loves the chase - he will. No questions asked, no 
scandals inspired. Because that's where Richie's part comes in handy, that's where his act will help Jon seal the 


deal and make sure he gets this brunette to spread her legs wide open for him. 


He sees Jon nod in his direction and that's his only cue. As Jon passes him on the way, he gives Richie an 
intent look and a pat on the back for good luck, the cautiously whispered words however makes Richie's eyes 
almost water, blinking back the sudden wetness as it appears uncalled for. ‘Don't fuck up, man, | fuckin’ need 


her! 


To an outside spectator, it would seem as if Jon's picked a pretty lady for his single best friend to get laid, 
but to anyone who knows the rules of this game, things are seldom what as they appear to be. Richie returns 
Jon's gesture with a small nod of curtesy as a response, as a promise of his own not to fail, not to disappoint. 
And all for the most simple reason - he loves Jon. He loves Jon more than day and night, more thon life itself, 
and so help him, his own precious daughter. He'll do anything to make Jon happy, no matter how dirty he 
himself feels for letting himself be used or ruin his own reputation on the way. And he frankly disdains this 
side of Jon, the side that's spoilt and bratty and bossy and snotty and always gets his will through, the side 
that's obssessed with sexual pleasure, the side of Jon that's an addict. But the blonde would never admit to it, 


he's too busy relishing in what he thinks he's entitled to. 


Richie knows that the brunette already knows the rules of the game as well, because she offers him an 
almost pitiful look, she clearly feels bad for him. Jon always has to let them in on his intentions to do the 
trick, and then he's pitied. They all do, whether it's tan blondes or pale black haired beauties, spunky redheads 
or mischievous brunettes. They're aware of him being their escort, he'll lead them to their ultimate goal, but 
he isn't what they want. What they don't know though, is that Richie is sacrificing himself in the process, that 


he's tearing away a little piece of his own dignity and self esteem each time, his heart slowly eroding. 


Richie lends the pretty brunette a charming smile, all to play the part of the self proclaimed suitor, a feigned 
naughty twinkle to his eye, his dimples showing, 


‘Hey,’ he says, simple and smooth, placing a big hand at the small of the woman's back and pulling her close to 
his body - all for appearances, mind you - as he glances quickly over his shoulder only to make sure Jon has 


already left for his suite. The preparations have been made. 
Game. Set. On 


‘Hey, she replies, less than thrilled. ‘How long before we leave? she adds in a low, murmuring voice, and Richie 
can feel the lust rolling off of her luscious body in waves, can smell it on her, almost intoxicated himself by 


her need for his best friend. He's a man after all. Compelled by her need for the object of his own affection 


‘Not long, ten minutes at the most, let's get to know each other, he suggests for lack of anything better to 
say, knowing they need to seem occupied and wrapped up in each other for this to work. She frowns, obviously 
displeased by the long wait, the sexual frustration painfully obvious, but then seems to settle for it being a 


necessary evi l. 


She nods her head shortly and moves closer to Richie, pressing her small hands against Richie's chest to make 
it look as if they're sharing intimacy, and he lets both hands rest on her wide hips, fingers splayed over the 
upper curve of her ass. Its been a long time since he's gotten laid, and though he wants for it so desperately 
to be Jon next time it happens, he's beginning to feel it no matter how much he fights the arousal seeping in. 


His groin feels warm. 


‘You been doing this for long? she asks suddenly, inquisitive green eyes on his brown ones and her red full lips 
slightly pursed She seems curious; genuinely so. He hands her a weak smile, knowing he'll never reveal for 


precisely how long. That would be scandalizing himself. 


‘Yeah, | dunno why, but it keeps him right in the morning and that's all | need to know, you gotta look after 
your buddies, Richie says, half joking and half truthful, a sombre look on his face, knowing it isn't the full 


truth, but it's enough for an answer. 


She lets that sink in for a moment before speaking again'Must be a pretty degrading job, | feel for you. | could 
never do that for my friends: 


The look in her eyes is still genuine, striking right at his heart and tearing at his heartstrings. Of course she 
wouldn't break her own heart for her best friend's sake, but then he can assume she isn't in love with 
whoever that is as he is with Jon Its a degrading job he's been handed, and it makes him feel ashamed and 
embarrassed of himself, no doubt, but he does it more or less willingly. He follows Jon like a puppy follows it's 
master. He simply nods his head at her again, lowering his eyes to the floor for a moment to escape her gaze, 
every Tingle he'd intially felt over the situation vanishing into thin ear even as he can tell from her scent that 
she's still ready To go and jump the gun. 


‘What's your name? Richie asks after a long while of silence, recieving another wonderous frown as she tilts 
her head, quickly adding, ‘he won't bother to find out so | might as well ask, to be polite, to offer her an 
explanation for the confusion. He isn't hitting on her, Jon would punish him severely if he did. He's been out for 
that in the late 80's and early 90's, he knows what Jon's capable of doing to make him understand who holds 
the reigns. He's not willing to go through that all over again. 


She accepts that for a reason, Richie knows she doesn't really care though, as long as she knows she's had sex 
with Jon Bon Jovi. Jon who's every woman's wet dream, who can charm any person of the opposite sex - and 
many of the same sex as well - with one wide white beam. None of the women Jon bedded over the last years 
ever spilled the beans either, they all knew they'd be viewed as sluts and scandalous attention whores for 
seducting a married celebrity father of four. For crushing the idol of perfection, as far as that goes within 


the rockstar image world. No matter how much said man wants to be seduced. 


‘Miranda, says the brunette, letting Richie guide them in slow circles around the dancefloor, matching the 
gentle beat of the music around them. He takes a quick glance at the wall clock, checking the time as subtly 
and imperceptibly careful as he possible can. He'll be taking her away soon, guiding her into the jaws or the lion, 
into the claws od the waiting predator. He wonders vaguely how old she is, she almost looks like she could have 
been Jon's daughter agewise. 


They do some more cool small talk, no real bonding, mostly just passing time. The more words are exchanged, 
the harder it is for Richie to keep the appearance up, to hold onto the mask concealing his true emotions, but 
he won't need to for much longer, thankfully. And then suddenly the fifteen minute head time of Jon's has 
passed, time to step up for act two. 


Act two is much simpler anyway. 


This is where the show begins for real, the curtains open, what takes place now is what really matters: this is 
what everyone will notice and talk about in the morning. Richie Sambora, the newly divorced forever bachelor 
guitarist of famous New Jersey rock band Bon Jovi contorting and leaving the party with yet another pretty, 
young female at his arm. That's what'll be all over the gossip press tomorrow. Not the fact that Jon was 
there first, obviously flirting and trying to get in the lady's pants. Richie wraps an arm around the Miranda's 
slim waist and leads her away from the party, towards the elevator, making sure it looks real. He kisses at her 


cheek, all to add to the exterior appearance. He has to go up the elevator and sisappear with her or it won't 


be believable. 


‘Does he do this a lot? asks Miranda as they wait for the elevator to come down, Richie almost fervently 
pressing the button. He wants to get away, he doesn't even know if he remembers her name correctly, and he 
hates how his head is piling up different images of what she and Jon might do once she reached his room, 
compilations of different positions and likewise, feeling like a hole is being burnt right through his core. his 


fingers are cold and his hands are shaking. 
He sighs softly, no need to lie. ‘Yeah, it's a pretty common practice of his: 
‘What about his wife and kids? Do they know? 


He glances at her but she seems too busy fidgeting nervously with her hair and the necklaces that hung 


around her neck, disappearing into the clevage of her lowcut neckline, to notice. 


Richie shrugs and returns to staring at the shut elevator doors, because he doesn't hold an actual answer to 
give. He suspects Dorothea knows and always knew, but also that if she does she probably doesn't care. He 
knows that more often than not Jon and Dorothea sleep in different bedrooms and sometimes he even wonders 
if Jon brings his mistresses to their house. ‘| don't know. Maybe, not the kids, but Dorothea might. | don't 
know: He shakes his head to empathize that, not sure why he's still speaking to this woman. 


As the elevator reaches their floor they both enter together, Richie standing close to the right side wall with 
his hands shoved as far down his pockets as physically possible, leaning back against the silver clad interior. 
The brunette - Miranda, was it? - stands on the opposite side with her hands clasped in front of her hips 
after adjusting her short skirt and tugging the neckline of her shirt down a bit to expose her breasts. Richie's 
head is bowed, eyes staring without focusin at his own black dress shoes, trying hard not to even think. The 
brunette's head is turned to the side, eyeing both of their reflections in the clean silver screen material, 
obviously still excited about her upcoming night with Jon. Everything is silent, not a word transpires between 
them, the only sound in the room Richie's soft breathing and the brunette's heavy, aroused breaths, anxiously 
picking up pace as they near their floor. 


After what feels like an eternity, the elevator comes to a halt at the ninth floor, knowing Jon needed his 
headstart because he walks up the stairs. His phobia would never allow him to take the elevator alone. Richie 
wordlessly eads the way for the pretty lady, shutting his emotions out in favour of the task at hand, knowing 
what Jon expects of him and wanting his approval so desperately, knowing that his room is next door to Jon's 
as always, that too being carefully planned to make it easier to sneak around. Jon was always the thoughtful 
one and always made the best schemes, he always planned ahead of time to make sure things would play right 
into his web. Richie swallows hard, tries to push the sting of rejection but also the heavy guilt aside, he knows 
this is wrong and he knows it should be him joining Jon tonight. But now hee's simply helping his best friend, 
what else was he expected to do? Be a coward about it and expose Jon's true nature to the world because he 
doen't want to be a part of this any longer? Because he's jealous and doesn't get a piece of Jon's oh-so- 
fuckable ass? No, never, he wouldn't hurt anyone like that. Not even Jon, though he has to admit to some part 
of himself that the blonde deserves it. 


As they reach door 305, Jon's door, Richie stops right outside his own door which reads 301. He turns to face 
the woman again, a fake smile plastered on his face, so painful that it almost physically tears at his cheeks. He 
wouldn't be surprised if he did bleed ‘Your suite, miss,’ he says as an attempt at a half hearted catch phrase, 
wanting to be polite as always, bowing his head and making a small gesture with his hand She places a hand at 
his upper arm as she passes him by, greeting and accepting this for what it is. 


‘Thanks for the company, says the woman, seemingly meaning it. Richie knows he is fun to hang around under 
different circumstances. He nods and as she knocks on door 305, a hollow sound that's immediately followed by 
hurried footsteps nearing, Richie focuses on unlocking his own suite with the keycard he's kept securely in his 
pant pocket, shutting it quickly before he has a chance to see Jon open the door, or throw himself at the 


woman to ravish her - what was her name again? Megan? 


Richie always knew Jon was a shameless tart, it was clearly presented to him the very first day he met him 
at the bar, talking to him only to be dismissed and minutes later spot Jon making out in the corner with some 
girl, her hand stuck down the front of his pants and his hands inside her shirt. He's seen Jon literally tear 
women's clothes off right in front his eyes, ripping them to shreds before falling on the bed, or table, or 


couch, or just fuck them against the nearest wall, making them scream and whimper and beg for more. 


But he's also seen them dominate Jon which is more of Jon's cup of tea anyway. He relishes when the women 
ties him to the bed and ride him like there's no tomorrow, then Jon is the one to beg and scream for release. 
Richie misses the days when Jon allowed him to do that, to dominate and be in charge and fuck Jon, make Jon 
bounce and pitch forward on the bed, gripping the headboard so hard his knuckles turned white. Well, he still 
does get to fuck Jon from time to time when no women are available, but he isn't main target anymore, the 
main event above all others. He's worn out his welcome and used up all his quirks. He's reduced to a substitute 
and a leftover when Jon can't get fresh pussy in general, much like Dorothea. Richie hates the constant pain of 


rejection weighing heavy on his shoulders, he hates being second place, useless and worthless and not needed, 


As soon as the door is shut and locked, serving as a barrier betweehn Richie and the outside world, he feels 
his knees give out, he doesn't have the strength to support himself left. Every night is all the same, after the 
performance for the public and the press and the offical protection of Jon's image, he sinks to the floor with 
his back against the door and his head in his hands, he collapses onto the bed to bury his face in the pillow or 


he simply stumbles to the floor in a massive sobbing heap, like an overgrown baby. 


He wants to be the one secure in Jon's arms, to be the one taken to heaven and back, but it's futile to hope 
for. Jon isn't one to settle for one person only, never wil be. Already hearing the voices next door transite into 
high pitched moans and groans and beginning to filter through the walls of the hotel, he feels the bridge of his 
nose go warm with the sudden urge to cry. He believes that this is his lament, always having to listen to the 


pleasure noises of Jon and whatever woman he's been brought that night. 


He presses his hands over his ears and closes his eyes, squeezes them so tightly shut that it hurts, blocking 
the world out like he would have done when he was a small child or an anxious teenager, despairing over his 
solitude and over the bullies in school making fun of his clumsiness with his too long limbs and funny looking 


nose. He pretends he's somewhere else, he pretends he's home in his parent's kitchen, his father reading the 


morning papers and his mother cooking dinner and everything is peaceful. He pretends his in his house with 
little Ava sitting on his lap, reading her a story or playing with her Barbie dolls to make her laugh along. But 
the tears come anyway, bitter and warm sliding down his cheeks in a never ceasing stream. Because he's 


doomed to feel the remorse of his actions that Jon never will. 


